talking to mother and father in the little dining-room. When I sat down conversation would halt, as if J could not be expected to be interested in those affairs of which they were speaking so earnestly to my parents. Mother, although she glanced again and again from my pupil to me with pride, would yet sit strangely timid and self-conscious.
In   the   early   summer   evenings   it   was mother's custom to sit on the steps of our house, crocheting by the light of the street lamp    opposite.    Sometimes,    after    night school, when it was very warm  indoors,   J would come out also, to sit beside her, an open    book    upon    my    knees.     Children swarmed on the pavements.    Opposite us a little man coughed a hoarse little cough that cmight one's heart.    Frequently there arose a brief sobbing cry from  some  child.     A
